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Coast ward again.

The music of her voice and the road
of the ocean mingled and surged over
Trevelyan.

"God!" he said under his breath.
As Trevelyan and the girl drove np

the long entrance way and neared the
house, they could distinguish through
the faint Scotch mist that had fallen
the outline of Mactier waiting for
them at the door.

The old retainer hxirried forward to
welcome them.

to follow where he led, np the high
crags or down into the black caves,
took possession of her; and rfie re-
called a picture of a sea churned into
foam; of n boat drifting out toward
the waste of ocean; and above the
gra3 surface of the stone-hue-d waters,
a boy's head turned landward.

Once, in following Trevelyan from
one room to another, she glanced out
of the window and noticed vaguely
that the heavy rain drops lay upon
the glade. Later, she was conscious
of the dull booming of thunder, echo-
ing among the nearby crags and los- -'Ay, sir, but 'tis gnde to see ye.

My heart's been sore for a sight o i

thy face this lang time!" he cried to
Trevelyan.

Trevelyan jumped down from the
cart.

"Hello, Mactier!" he cried. "Jove!
But it's good to see you again!"

Then he turned to Cary and helped
her to the ground.

"This is Mactier," he said, as one
; saying all that is sufficient. "Mactier,
I used to tell Miss Cary about you
when I was a little shaver."

"Aweel ye were ever a mindful lad
o me!" The old man smiled.

He opened the door for them, and
stood to one side to let them enter.

" Tis a bad day ye have for seeing itself against the crags and spent il-t- he

old place," he said as they passed : self. Now and again they could see,
him. ' by the gk'tre of the prolonged light- -

You can bring the horse around
in an hour," called Trevelyan as the
old man d.ove awav.

Then Trevelyan went back to Cary.
The girl was standing at the further- - j was looking seaward and seemed un-e- st

end of the great hall, looking out ; conscious of her presence. Once he
of the window. She could hear the j flung out his hand and it touched

I beat of the sea on the nearby crags
and through the faint mist catch a

! glimpse of the water.
I Mactier had opened the long-close- d

r blinds and the light seemed concen- -
tratetl around the figure of the girl.:

: Trevelyan tore his riding gloves from
j his hands and bent and unbent his
i fingers rapidly. "If I had dreamed if
I had known He reached her Yon and T in all the world all that
side. i the world holds!" She felt his hand

"I'm afraid its a gloomy day we've upon her shoulder; she felt its cold-struck- ,"

he said quietly, "but I'm in ncss through her heavy dress and she
hopes the mist won't last. On clear shrank aMy from him, her voice and
daj--s from here you can see the high- - her words broken, with a nameless
est crag of all. Its where I used to tear.
spend half my da s, as a little shaver , Above the storm she could hear
up there on the top. It was my eyrie. Trevelyan' laugh.
I used to be a robber king and a ship-- "Let you go, when I've got you at
wrecked mariner and a Viking all , last! Let you go, when your face
rolled in one." lias haunted me through all the days

Trevelyan laughed, bending forward and all the nights of the long
and nearer to her and looked out of months! Let you go!"
the window, as though to penetrate! "Oh, Robert!"

Ia numng & jfe it is a god .tvA to
ncJl the liar. Chicago Daily News.
"A turned-dow- n page" describes a

certain congressional employe who
has been discharged. Philadelphia
Bulletin.

The laugh was never intended as a
means of being impudent, but young
people sometimes use it that way.
Atchison Globe.

"Natalie, do you like to go to
school?" "Oh, yes, papa; I just love
to go to school. "What do you hke
best?" "Oh, gymnasium and recess." I

1;,TIndianapolis Jews.
Overheard at the Glove Depart--

ment. "Thank goodness that woman ;

rlMipT c r hara a tV o yt-- C ho cUUi. Oil b UJ
worse than a dose of medicine."
"Yes; a sort of counter irritant."
Town Topics.

"He never kicked at sitting back of j

a woman with a big hat at the the- -
,

ater?" "Never. He claimed that it j

was the duty of a chivalrous man to
try and lock over a woman's fault.' --

Philadelphia Times.
Not at All Partial. She "Your

friend Mr. Flyrtman is rather partial
to blonds, is he not?" He "Quite the
contrary. To my knowledge there are
at least four of them now that he's
equally attentive to shows no par-
tiality, in fact.' Philadelphia Record.

"Do you believe that college-bre- d

women make good wives?" "I don't
think going to college makes the
slightest difference," answered Mr.
Meekton. "You couldn't keep a worn
an from assuming a position of su-- I

pericr knowledge by merely not send-- '
ing her to school." Washington Star.

F.unker "Why don't you take a
short cut to work?" Casey (with pick
and shovel) "Shure, there is nc
short cut, excipt across the Counthry
ciub's grounds." Bunker "Well, we
woudn't mind that." Casey "Faith,
oi WOuld, thin. D'ye think Oi want
to be took fur a goluf player?" Phil--

a(jelphia Press.

JUST LIKE OTHER GIRLS.

College Misses Do Not Wish to Be Re.
Karded as Extraordinary

Creatnres.

It seems to me there is a great deal
of bother and worry over the col-
lege girl. The one cries: "O, she does
not care for marriage." Another one
complains: "Athletics are making her
rough." Still another objects: "Her
education makes her much less com-
panionable." And there is a chorus of
voices declaring: "She won't make a
good wife," relates the Springfield
(Mass.) Union.

Why can't the college girl be left
alone to work out her own salva-
tion? While at college she thinks oi
anything but marriage, and after
graduating matrimony is not hei
chief aim in life, ohe has a purpose
in life, and tries to carry it out, and
if she falls in love and marries it is
because it happened so, and not be-
cause she planned it.

Athletics have made her strong
and well. She has learned the value
of exercise, hygiene and how to care
for her health. While at college she
may indulge in some boisterous
games, but when she goes out into
the world she carries the best part
of her athletic training with her, and
leaves behind the rougher part.

It is difficult for a girl to adjust
herself to home life the first year
after leaving college, but her educa-
tion has broadened her out consider-
ably, and she has more patience with
the opinion of others, so that she is
made more companionable rather
than less so.

She has learned that all things are
worth while, and that other interests
than her own are worth considering.
5ne nas learnea to adapt nerseii to
a1 mrtg and conditions of men, and
is of much more benefit to society
than the with one 3defu Aiaybe
she has stopped magnifying the little
th;npS, has ess patience with small
complainings, but this should be put
do2n to .he' "edit- -

There is little reason to fuss over
whether college girls will make good
wives or not. borne will maKe good
wives and some will not, as with
their noncollege sisters. If they hap-
pen to be domestic by temperament
they will make smig housekeepers;
but if they dislike housework they
may not become expert bread makers
and doughnut fryers.

The advantage is on their side,
however, for if they are skilled in do-

mestic arts they have their educa-
tion back of them to help make them
attractive to their husbands, while
the uneducated girl who hates domes-
tic cares has not this help.

As a matter of fact college girls
are just ordinary girls who have had
a little better chance to improve them-
selves, who have learned a little more

v f 5 ti nc e? Tua on1 nAceu
bilities. They desire to be as sweet,
lovable and companionable as the
girls who do not attend college, and
they are growing very weary of be
ing spoken of as women who are a
problem. They only wish to be let
alone and treated like other girls.

Stereoscopic Study- - of the Moon. J

It. has Ween observed that on account

A member of the Austrian paTiia- -
ment has been arrested on a charge!
fiFhay robbery'
The Bank of France compels ens-- ,

at least one-fift- h in gold coin.
The English law directory contains

the names of some 10,000 barristers,
but the number of those who practice
does not exceed 8,000.

The plague in India has been prac-
tically limited to the native popula-
tion, and in Glasgow it was last year
limited to the lowest class of the pop-
ulation.

A young doctor in Ontario attend-
ed an old ladj' who was too poor to
pay. A few months later she came
into 16,000, and dying soon after be-

queathed it to the doctor.
In the chief room of every Jap-

anese house there is a slightly raised
dais, which is arranged so that it can
be shut off from the rest of the room.
This is a place for the emperor to
sit should he ever visit that home.

The whole population of an Italian
town is about to emigrate to the Ar-

gentine Republic and to continue the
community in the same manner and
under the same officials in the new
country. Not a single individual is to
be left behind.

The city of Zurich must be the very
paradise of clubs. In proportion to
the number of its inhabitants it pos-
sesses more clubs than anj' other city
in the world. At the end of 1893 it
already had 534 clubs, but in 1907

they had increased to 771.

WAITERS ARE DIPLOMATS.

Restaurant Patron Regaled by
Smooth. Garcon and Relieved j

of a Tip. j

!

One of the patrons of a downtown
restaurant laid down his paper the .

other evening and, more to kill time j

than because he believed the fact need- -

ed enforcement, relates the Chicago
Inter Ocean, said to the waiter:

"That man Choate is a great diplo-
mat, isn't he, George ?"

"He is," said George, brushing a
crumb about the size of three pinheads
from the cloth; "he is, sir, but if you'll
let me say it, 1 and my mates here are
better diplomats than he."

"For instance '
"There are a hundred for instances.

Mr. L'hoate, and Sir Julian, and Mr.
Hay, and all of them have a great deal
of material to workwith. A waiter is a
diplomat without any properties to
help his act along, as we used to say
when I took care of the front street
scene in vaudeville. I contend, sir,
that a Chicago waiter is the best diplo-
mat on earth, and I'll show 3 011 why.

"Do you know how much pay he
gets? No, you don't, and very few oth-
ers do. His salary (and it is the same
in all the first-cla- ss restaurants here)
is eight dollars a week. The difference
between that and what it costs him to
live, he must get from tips, and that
is where his diplomacy comes in,

"First, he must make friends with
the head waiter,xs-- that he will get a
chance to serve people who look as if
they have money. 2sext, he must serve
them in such a way that they will want
to give him some of it. The good wait-
er acts as if he is neither to be seen nor
heard, but is only at the table to antici-
pate every wish of the members of his
party. He watches every man keenly.
His eyes never stray. No matter what
he hears, he pretends he hears noth-
ing. He looks upon broken crockery
as of no importance. He regards his
party as the only ones in the restau-
rant. He is soft-foote- d, and when he
has to speak he is soft-voice- d. He acts
as if his party is possessed of unlimited
cash and unlimited credit. He is 'a
slave, old servant and manager in one,
and in the end he gets the liberal tip
by pretending to regard a tipassuper- -

j

j fluous. That's what makes a good ;

j waiter, sir.
.nu mat s uipiomacj ,

"Yes, sir, that's diplomacy, and cash. J

Thank you, sir; that's a very liberal ;

'P I

BIGGEST PASTORAL CHARGE, j

i

!rresidins; Elder Phtfer's District
Covers an Area of 45,000

Square Miles.

Northern Colorado has the largesa
nastoral charge in the world. It is

j known as the "Greeley district," and j

is in charge of Presiding Elder Rev. W.
D. Phifer, of Greeley. The district ex-

tends from Nebraska on the east to
Utah on the west, and from Wyoming

n the north to 150 miles southward in
Colorado, says the Chicago Inter
Ocean.

This great empire, over which a sin-
gle man presides, is equal in area to a

! third of Colorado. It must be all vis--!
ited, too, as often as possible. The pre
siding elder is the business manager of
the churches, and Dr. Phifer travels
constantly in order to meet with the
various pastors under his charge.
When he prepares for one of these

j long journeys he faces a difficult task.
tie must travel over an area 01 nearly
45,000 square miles, a territory 36
times as large as Rhde Island, and as i

large as Delaware, New Jersey, Mary-- i

land and Rhode Island combined. I

There are single counties in the dis- -
1

;Xr-- a V" ' 7;; ;;:; :
- AZtl --7'Z Vi" t..-?- u 'auut ur vuii., iu iuUC. i. u a uu

region, inviting the hunter and trap- - f

v v onn t mm 111 ti ti iinii Kit1 k v iif it--t t

Zu I, Z . ' ie ; J

xne pakwr uu juux-ucj- wirougu
tnis wesiern empire must raKe an nec- - j
essary precautions 10 insure saieiy,
for many perils may confront him. Iu
the winter deep snows block the moun- -

tain passes, and in summer streams j

must De loraeu. wccasionauy vvanuer-- j

ing bands of Indians, who have run
away from, the reservations to hunt
game, are encountered. They are
harmless, but unpleasant company. It
requires nearly three months for Dr.
Phifer to visit the 47 charges in his
district. The pastors, who with him
care for the spiritual welfare of the
people, are a brave band. They are
nearly all young; some are college
graduates, and all work from higher
motives than salary or prominence
and popularity.

Reasonable.
Mrs. Jones They say bachelors

should be taxed; but I don't think
they are always to blame.

Dr. Jones Certainly not! No man
Is always to blame until he gets mar
ried! Puck.

Certain Repnhlieans Are Raisins;
Ran Over MeKinley's Re-

ciprocity Toy.'

Representative Dalzell, who repre-
sents the gigantic industrial infants
of Pennsylvania on the ways and
means committee, is badly frightened.

When Mr. McKinley assured him
that the Babcock bill and similar
measures would amount to nothing
he replied: "They will split the re-
publican party. They amount to that
much at least.

Therefore, Mr. Dalzell is urging all
congressmen who look upon the
Dingley fetich as too sacred to bo
touched to meet him in Washington,
that they may take counsel together.

It is safe to say that Mr. McKin-
ley himself is not so confident as he
pretends to be. His outgivings for
the past two years and more to the
effect that we must seek foreign mar-
kets by means of reciprocity treaties
show that he perceives the danger to
the fetich. He sees that something
must be done to pacify such republic-
ans as Mr. Babcock, who are able to
see the connection between monopoly
combines and the tariff, and who
think the people can see it and will
make trouble unless something is
done to remove the great bulwark
of the confederated monopolies.
, The McKinley plan for saving the

Dingley tariff is to make a lot of
reciprocity dickers and parade them
before the people as the only thing
to build up the export trade. His
theory is that if the people are
amused with reciprocity treaties and
colonial toys they will think no more
about the tariff-fattene- d combines
and the Dingley tariff except as it is
touched in spots by the treaties.

But Mr. Dalzell and his like are
no better pleased with reciprocity
treaties than they are with Babcock
bills. They regard both as wicked
devices of the enemy of sacred Ding-leyls-m.

Besides, they perceive that
men like Mr. Babcock are not going
to rest content with the reciprocity
mode of favoritism, because they
know that manufacturers who can
export their products and sell them
under the very noses of their most
formidable rivals do not need protec-
tion at all.

The McKinley attempt to substitute
reciprocity treaties of more than
doubtful constitutionality for the re-

moval of duties which serve only to
enable their beneficiaries to exact
far more from Americans than they
are glad to get from foreigners will
not work.

It will not satisfy the Dalzell pro-

tectionists, who mean to fight to the
death against reduction of duties in
any degree or manner. It will not
satisfy such republicans as Mr. Bab-

cock, who do not believe that those
who need no protection should have
a tariff to shield them in robbing,
their own countrymen while supply-
ing foreigners at competitive prices.
It will not satisfy the victims of the
tariff-buttresse- d combines victims
who cannot be kept in ignorance of
the fact that they are forced to pay
from $15 to $20 for an article which
the same American manufacturer
sells to foreigners for ten dollars.

The president's reciprocity toy will
not satisfy anybody, because it will
not fool anybody. Kepublicans who
want a tariff for protection stand
face to face with republicans who
want a tariff for robbery only. The
conflict between them is irrepressi-
ble.

No reciprocity dickers or jugglery
of adroit politicians can reconcile
them or avert the impending struggle
for mastery. Chicago Chronicle.

POINTED PARAGRAPHS.

Why do we wish to hold the col-

onies for their trade, and then force
the Dingley tariffs against them? In-

dianapolis News (Ind.).
The American solider will be giv-

en the opportunity to still further ac-

climate himself to the climate of Cuba.
Cleveland Plain Dealer.

Whatever the president may
think, the trusts have too great a
hold upon the machinery which gov-
erns the republican party to permit
any change in the law which has been
declared by competent authority to
be their mother. Johnstown Demo-
crat.

As a matter of fact McKinley has
shown more imperialism than Grant
did, but the country is becoming more
accustomed to it, and there is some
delusion in the fact that McKinley is
not a military man." It is very probable
that the republican nomination can be
secured for him. Indianapolis Senti-
nel.

If Mr. McKinley is the protec-
tionist that he once was why does he
never say so himself ? He has carefully
avoided the issue in all his recent state
papers and was very reticent about it
during his canvass for reelection. The
plain fact is that imperialism and the
"protective principle" are two things
that do not belong in the same wash.
Mr. McKinley had to give up either the
one or the other, and he has done so
with all the grace and dexterity of a
finished politician. Boston Globe.

The supreme court has decided
that toward the outlying possessions
of the United States congress stands
in the position of an imperial parlia
ment, with power to impose its will
upon the inhabitants. The administra
tion goes a step further and assumes
that all powers m this territory are for
the time being vested in the president,
not by act of congress, but by virtue of
his authority as the head of the army..
It is well to have the theory of the ad-

ministration thus clearly stated. It is
quite evident why, in adopting this
theory, the president did not deem It
advisable to summon congress in extra
session to consider it. Philadelphia
Times.

What has become of the "home
market" theory? A few years ago we
heard nothing from the g. o. p. spell-
binders but frantic appeals to save
the home market from the despoiling
hands of foreigners. "Give us the
home market and we care nothing for
the world!" shouted the g. o. p. spell
binder. We hear nothing of the home
market now. It is all about the
"world's markets. The protected In
fants keep up a perpetual cry for pro
tection against foreign competition.
except now and then when they boast
about their competition with foreign
ers. Protection logic is suffering front
curvature of the spline. Omaha
World-Heral- d.

Ostensible Civil Government Resting
lpo. Half Conrealed Bayonets

for the Philippines.

Secretary Root, in an interview,
lets forth clearly and distinctly the
fact that the president's reliance for
authority in the Philippines is solely
upon the military power. Secretary
Boot's interview, which may be
jopied as the official interpretation of
the president's present policy in the
Philippines, says:

'In the Philippines the president has an
nounced a distinct policy of governing the
Islands under his power as commander in
chlef of the army wltn a constant regard
for the rights of the people and with the
determination, as rapidly as conditions

tary agencies and increase the employment
of civil representatives of his power. This
policy will be adhered to, and will be ex-
tended, as occasion requires, to every
branch of government In the Islands."

The matter no less than the man-
ner of this announcement is startling.
The president relies upon his military
power "his" power, not the power
of a constitutional popular govern-
ment, nor even the power of congress
as enlarged by Justice Brown's deci-
sion but upon "his" power as a mil-
itary dictator. The poor makeshift
of the Spooner amendment, where-
by congress attempted to abdicate ita
powers, is contemptuously brushed
aside. The president will continue
to rule as the man on horseback,
with the bayonet as his symbol and
the Mauser rifle as his prime min-
ister.

Of course, all will be done "with a
constant regard for the rights of
the people, and "with the determina-
tion to diminish the use of military
agencies and increase the employ-
ment of civil representatives of his
power. That goe's without saying.
George III. never intended to rely
permanently upon the Hessians to
carry out his plans for "the rights
of the people" in the colonies; his
idea also was, as far as feasible, to
"increase the employment of civil
representatives of his power. In
fact, he did employ the civil repre-
sentatives .of his power until the peo-
ple unreasonably demanded that their
power be recognized, when he was
obliged to resort to the military. It
was the custom of Julius Caesar and
of the Roman emperors, as soon as
they had benevolently assimilated a
conquered nation, to give it some
form of civil government, subject to
the power and caprice of the Roman
ruler.

There is little to be chosen between
a military despotism, pure and sim-
ple, and an ostensible civil govern-
ment resting upon half-conceal- ed bay-
onets, such as the empire of the third
Napoleon, for instance and, of the
two, the military despotism, plain
and undisguised, is the honester and
in the end less destructive of liberty.

Could the secretary of war in any
cabinet prior to President McKin-ley- 's

have uttered such language as is
attributed to Secretary Root without
causing an instant investigation by
congress, and, in case the president
sanctioned these words, impeachment
proceedings against the president as
an intending usurper and subverter
of our form of government? What is
the matter with congress? Has pat-
ronage hopelessly corrupted the rep-
resentatives of the people? Whither
are we drifting? Albany Argus.

TARIFF AND TRUSTS.

Wlthont Protection the Monopolism
tie Combines Would Xot Longr

Be in Existence.

In the discussion of the tariff and
its creation, the trusts, which was the
feature of the recent Washington ses-
sion of the industrial commission,
Congressman Taylor, of Ohio, sub-
mitted certain figures which were en-
lightening as bearing upon the mo-
nopoly combine system.

Mr. Taylor defended the Dingley
tariff law, and had no remedy to sug-
gest for abatement of the trust evil;
yet he expressed himself as deeply
apprehensive of the cost of the latter
to the consuming public. He called
especial attention to the recently or
ganized steel trust, declaring that its
securities now amount to $1,5QP,000,- -
000, while its cost had not been one'
third that amount. Nevertheless, as
serted the Ohio congressman, the
holders of those securities would de
mand returns upon them.

It is the purchasers of the products
of the steel trust, and the laborers
employed by the steel trust, who
must pay to the holders of inflated
steel trust securities the returns de
manded. This will come from the
consumer in the form of higher prices
dictated by the trust, which absolute
ly controls all markets. It will come
from the laborer in the employ of the
steel trust in the form of lowered
wages accepted at the dictation of the
trust, which exercises a large control
?' 't. And just as the
Dunon-aoii- ar uras
sore cost of the consumer and the
laborer, so do the smaller trusts oper
ate in their respective fields.

Conerressman Ta-lo- r is either of
defective vision in failing to get
full and wide view of the tariff and
trust field, or else he has not the
courage of his convictions and so de

should iow that most of the
. . u .: vtrUSIS CUU1U 1IVJ L CAlOfc VWIUUUII

hi h tariff. He should know that the
tariff continues to enrich the trusts
at the expense of the people. He
should know that the removal of the
high protective tariff wouTd also re
move the trusts. And he should be
brave enough to frankly confront the
truth and work on the oeople's side.

St. Louis Republic

It is gratifying to find that some
limitations .are recognized in connec- -

M'on with the imperial poiser vested in
the executive. Apparently Mr. Knox
and Mr. Root shrink from declaring
that Mr. McKinley can levy taxes upon
the American people which only con-fre- ss

is competent to levy. But as for
the poor Filipinos, they hold that he
can rule them absolutely under the
"military power." He can even set up
a civil government, d, and still
remain absolute dictator by military
power. Boston Post.

--President McKinley does not
hanker for an extra session of con-
gress, which, weak and pliable as it has
recently been, might be rendered un-
ruly by ;hat supreme court decision.
Alba a v Argus.

Br EU D. AKE.
1B0NT0N, MISSOURI.

THE SOLDIER'S REQUEST.
Only a single bullet as it sped 'mid thebattle's rain.
Into the ranks of the brave, true boys,

who fought in the war with Spain.
Or.Iy a single bullet, but it took the braveand the fair;
Onlv a youth of twenty who fell in theenemy's snare.

Ottr the sloping meadows, where thecompany 's line gave way.
We carried a brave young hero whodropped at his post that day. .

We knelt beside him gently and smoothed
his damp, white brow.

And took his last sad message, with many
an earnest vow.

He murmured: "Sow I lay me," and,fainter, "down to sleep."
We listened almost breathless to thewhispered: "soul to keep."

Tts but some childish prattle said we
with anxious care.

"No! only of home and mother, and theprayer she taught me there.

"Tell her I kept the promise I made that
last sad day;

That I was true and faithful, and died aa
a soldier may.

Do say it. berysV' he faltered, as he gased
with fading sight.

On the faces of those who loved him, aa
they knelt in the waning light.

"We looked at each In wonder, amazed at
such request.

And waited, as if choosing which one
could say it best.

Jim leaped above the dear one, then
bowed his crimson face.

And spoke the old words gently, with
strength which lent him grace.

He closed the sweet petition just as the
setting sun

Threw rays of glorious beauty on him
whose work was done.

We laid our brave young hero, with
mourning hearts and true.

On that far distant hillside, in folds ofstarry blue.

We sent the waiting mother the message
full of pain;

Our tears oft fall at thought of him,
who fell In the war with Spain.

No loving hands sweet garlands threw
o'er that lonely grave.

But the angels keep their silent watch
o'er the true and the brave.

TIattle E. Baker, in The Banner of Gold.

A SON OF OLD SCOTLAND.

By Maud Howard Peterson.

(Being an extract from "The Potter and
the Ciay." Published by permission.
Copyright, 1301, by the Lothrop Pub. Co.,
Boston.)

Among the books of the year "The
Potter and the Clay," by Maud Howard
Peterson, published by tne i.othrop Pub-
lishing company, Boston, stands out
prominently as one of the strongest char-
acter stories of the time. The story may
be said to be ordinary in plot, but the
writer has planned just such a plot as
wou.d best portray the strength and weak-re- ss

of her characters. The heroine is an
American army girl. whote favor is sought
fcy two English army officers, friends of
her childhood. Of the two officers, Tre-
velyan is the interesting one. A sturdy
tron of western Scotland, who from hisyouth up never understood the meaning
of fear, who revelled in the mad ragings
of the sea and storm, who longed for the
time and the opportunity when he might
place his name among the army heroes
of Kngiand. of whom his father was one.
Yet wht-i- i the time arrived love for awoman had made him weak and a cow-
ard, and he fuiied, and his failure cost
him not alone his honor but the woman
he loved. His honor was afterward re-
trieved, but without the fame of which
he had dreamed, and the woman was gone
from him forever. In no part of the book
is the character of Trevelyan displayed
better than in his declaration of love forthe hero.ne. made in his old Scotland
home, and this we reproduce below.

EI! 12 was a storm chill in the air.TilTrevelyan readjusted the carriage
robe that had slipped away from Cary
and turned up the collar of his driv-
ing coat. Now and again he glanced
at Cry. The girl's face was turned
away and she was looking out over
the gray cragr. to the grayer sea be-

yond. The last three months had
wrought an indefinable change in her.
Treveylan had noticed it on his arriv-
al at the Camerons' that morning. He
wondered vaguely if it had anything
to do with travel and the process of
"polishing" to which Cary so often
banteringly referred. Well he was not
going to worry over it. He had only
one day and he meant to make the
most of it.

He had written the Camerons he
was coming, and had not even waited
for an answer. He had announced his
intention and it was enough. He had
known Tom Cameron since they wore
kilts together, and back of their
friendship his mother's family had
known the Camerons for generations.
Somewhere in the history of the
houses there had been an inter-marriag- e.

It had taken him hours to reach
the Camerons. It would take him
hours to return. But this one after-
noon at least, was his. After it,
might come the deluge. After it
probably would come the deluge. He
wasn't feeling very sure of himself
or of his own self power. After a
man has been in torment for three
months

Tom Cameron's horse knew the road
vell almost as well as Trevelyan did

and kept up a steady pace, and Tom
Cameron's cart was comfortable.

John was expected that afternoon
for three days. Well, Cary would not
be there to welcome him. Cary would
be with him. Stewart might have her

undoubtedly would have her, for
those three days, but to-da- y this aft-

ernoon was his.
The Camerons, learned in the signs

of the sky, had demurred at the storm
vtn Jr. th air and the threatening

clouds, when after an early lunch, j

Trevelvan and the American girl had
hepped into the cart. Trevelyan,
however, had no intention of having

frustrated, and inhis well-lai- d plans
had overruled thehis masterful way,

objections. The storm was a possibil-it- v

His return next morning at dr-brea- k,

a necessity. Let the storm
come. He defied it.

CaO" shivered. Trevelyan noticed it
and leaned toward her.

"You are cold?"
Carv turned her eyes away from the

Erar crags and the gray sea, Trevel-van'- 3

were near her own. She shook

her head.
"No," she faltered, "It must be Scot-

land the Scotland you told me of as

.nd. Once, long ago I fought you
-- out i" If 1 had dreamed if 1 had

" her voice faded into theknow- n-

boom of the neaximj surf and sh

ing itself in the beat of the surf,
Then a flash of vivid lightning lit up
the sudden darkness that had fallen
on the rook.

Trevely in rushed to the window.
The thralldom of the Scotch boy's
story was upon him still.

"It's a storm," he cried. "It's a
storm come to welcome me!"

He turned to Cary.
"Come here!" he eo.jimaoded

"where you can watch the sea anJ
the storm light it out together!"

She came, instantly.
The darkness increased until they

could not distinguish each other's
faces Tlii thunder came and beat

ning, the waters lashed into a white
fury. Once, by its light, she looked
at Trevelnn's face. It was white
and he was breathing deeply. He

hers. It was colder than the storm
chill in tlie air. Once, she looked at
him again, and he, turning, met her
eyes. Some power as mighty as the
storm held her look to his, and then
Pbove the beating of the 'thunder on
the crags and the booming of the
surf, she heard his voice,

"Just you and I and the storm!

Wll, IllllilV A I1J JlKIUi lltllf
perhaps I am for love of you. You
haunt me. You possess me. It was
your face I dreamed of in the foam.
There! don't tremble so! I won't hurt
you, child!" The thunder drowned his
voice.

"Do you dream what you are to me
or could make of me?. Do you know
what it is to hold a man's soul in
your hands?"

The spell of his words lifted. The
instinct o! an unknown danger pos--

sessed her. She slipped away in the
blackness toward the door. The si--
lence grew and grew.

Oradually the darkness lifted and
the thundtr and the boom of the
Furf lessened and the litrhtninsr came
at jons? a,.j longer intervals. Cary
became acutely conscious of every
sound. Somewhere in the distance
she heard voices and the echo of
men's footfalls. She kept her eyes
r.way from "lreveljran, who was stand-
ing with his back to her. Danger
lay that wuy- -

Then the spell of Trevelyan's near-
ness crept ever her again. She tried
to fight it off, trembling. She moved
a step toward him, one hand pressed
close to her breast. Then she paused,
arrested by a voice.

"Robert: Cary! Cary!"
The sonid echoed down the great

hall, across the still, deserted rooms,
to the study, where they stood.

Trevelyan turned sharply.
"John!"
Cary's hand crept from her breast

to her face and she covered her eyes.
"John!"
Trevelyan crossed tie space be-

tween them,
"Cary!" (

The woman shrank back.
"Bon't, you frighten me! she

moaned.
Trevelyan caught her by the wrist.
"Cary! Cary! Take that back!

How can love frighten? See, I love
you love you!"

She was in his arms and he was
leaning over her, his mouth close to
her face.

"Cary," he whispered.
Down the long hall, through the

silence of the deserted rooms, came
the voice:

"Cary! Where are you? Cary!"
She wrenched herself out of Trevel-

yan's arms.
You are a coward! she said,

slowly,
A wild tide of passion leaped up in

Trevelyan.
"How dare you call me a coward?"

he said, and his lips could hardly ar-
ticulate. "If you were not a wom-
an " He choked and his voice died
away.

Cary moved nearer to the door.

"Here!" she cried. Then louder:
"Here!

Trevelyan passed her and strode
through the deserted rooms into the
great hall.

"Cary is in the study, he said to
the group of men he found there,
"Hello, Tom!"

"John arrived an hour after you
left," said Cameron, regarding Trevel- -

yan's rigid face, curiously, "and when
the storm came up nothing would do
but that he must come for you both
in a closed carriage. I knew you'd
be safe enough if necessary find
shelter with some of the tenants'
wives. But John

Trevelyan turned to ld Mactier.
"You can close up the house," he

said, shortly.
Stewart found the girl standing in

the study. He went up to her and
drew her arm through his and quietly
led her down the long, dark passage
that connected with the great halL
He could feel that she was trembling.
He patted her hand soothingly.

"There, there, child. It'a all right.
I knowl

the mist. Cary leaned against the
frame of the window listening.

"When I got a bit older," Trevel- -

yan's voice fell heavily on the silence
of the big lonely hall, "I used to
climb up there to get away from
everyone, and where no one could find ,

me; and I would hide up there and sit
by the hour, looking out at the sea
and watching the white spray break-
ing below me. And then later I used
to try and think of what love meant

what love could be if I should ever
love

He turned away abruptly and ;

walked up and down the hall. After a
little he came back to Cary, who had
not stirred.

"And sometimes I used to dream !

of a woman who would some day come j

into my life and I used to crawl to !

the edge of the crag and lean over in--

to the white foam below, until I got j

dizzv looking for her face. It seemed
her face must be in the white foam
foolish, wasn't it?"

Cary ran her finger along the ledge
of the window.

"We all have our dreams."
Trevelyan watched her, as she

turned her face again to the window.
The mist outside increased and seemed
to muffle the beat of the sea and all
the sounds of nature, and it hung
around her and softened ner face into
wonderful curves. He turned his eyes
away from her suddenly. He could
have crushed that face in his hands,
bringing it np to his own

"Mactier will be around in an hour,
he said, after awhile in a matter of
fact way, "and then I'll drive you
about the place a bit before we re-

turn. We can easily make it and be
back for dinner."

"Yes?" asked Cary, absently-mind-edl- y.

"Come! Wake up! and look around
you! Isn't this a fine old hall?" But
Trevelyan's voice lacked enthusiasm.

"Fine?" her voice pulsed with the
enthusiasm Trevelyan's had lacked.
"It's the finest old hall in all the
world! The dearest old home. Take ;

me over it from the top to the bot- -'

torn, and show me where you and
John and Tom Cameron used to
play!

Trevelyan led her from room to
room; passing quickly this one, that
held memories of his mother; paus-
ing on the threshold of another, to
tell the of the Scotch boy's
playtime; to show her the first stag's ;

head, shot when hunting with Mac- -

tier. Trevelyan told the story well,
for he loved with all the unyielding
strength of an unyielding nature, the
memories his words called tip. Now
it was how Tom and he had slipped
out of thj window one night and
scaled the ivy-cover- ed turret wall,

oftheabsnceotanatmospnereonthe!cl.nes tQ them full expreEsion

that , they might investigate the old : Once she turned her pale face and
'cave down at the water's edge, by looked at Trevelj-an- . Trevelyan stood

the light of the waning moon. Mac- -' rigid and mute where she had left
tier had tcld them strange tales of

t him. the knuckles of one hand pressed
the happenings in the cave when the ! to his mouth. She faltered,
moon was on the wane. Again it was "Cary! Cary! Where are you?"
the day he had stumbled with his She turned, her thumb and fore-gu-n

and the bullet had entered his finger her throat.

1110011 ana tne consequent, iacK or gra- - ,

svd..., j.he eve of the ob--- '
1 - t 5, 3 :

. ousiy misit
.
in juuging j

? e .actual re lief of o.1?" ;.rmi' ;

the lunar landscapes, t roi. rnnz, or ;

recentlv developed
i

method. of avoiding this-- difficulty, and
iif sei the eraters and other details

OQ moon n lheir natural propor.
tin Takinr advantage of the "fact
that flp the moon travei9 around the,t. of its orhit r,.
duces the effectof a s3ow libration, or
y,air,r,n5nr to and fro. which causes its
faee to be inclined now a little one

and now a little the other wav.
Prof. Prinz makes two photographs of
the lunar object to be studied, at oppo-
site points in the libration, and then
combines them in a stereoscope.where-upo- n

the objeet stands forth in full
relief. This principle has hitherto been
applied only to photographs of the
moon as a whole, and not to particular
craters or regions. Science.

Pot Lack.
Mrs. Dorcas That missionary who

went out among the savages was a
coble man. He died, to save their souls.

Dorcas Nonsense, my dear! There
was a famine, and he died to save t&il
Ur Jad.

thigh; how old Mactier had flung.
him across his shoulders, and borne
him home through the darkness of the
falling night. Again it was the morn- - j

ing his mother had died; how he had !

been awakened by the hurrying of
many feet tud starting up in bed had
found his father beading over him
calling hint by name.

Never had the girl known Trevelyan
to be so eloquent; never had she ;

seen him as he was to-da-y. Now
Trevelyan's voice was blithe with the j

blitheness of glad remembered
things; nrxv it broke with feeling,
or vibrated with the passion of re-

living scenes long dead to life. He
aeemed not to be speaking of him-
self. He was telling her the story
of an Eng.Vsh boy, Scottish bred; of
his wild escapades; of his love of
freedom and unrestricted things; of
his dangers and his hopes; of what
he meant to be when he became a
man I

And Cary, held fast by the magic of
the sicry' felt her pulsca throb, her
being thrtil. An unreasonable regret
that she had not been a Scottish child


